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Blur 


Author's Notes: 
In a mood.. 


Gray smoke filtered up to the ceiling in two separate streams. There was the constant threads wafting from 
the cigarette and consistent little puffs passing through his lips. 
Hollow eyes, unfocused, stayed on the wall. | hated seeing him like this, it was like he wasn't even in the room. | 


couldn't understand why it happened, but | understood that it happened sometimes and there was nothing he 
could do to stop it. 


| hesitantly touched his leather-clad calf, noting the feverish way his gaze snapped to me. | immediately 
withdrew my hand and tried not to sigh. 


Another breath of smoke joined the ranks of those before it. 


| wished | could understand what it was that made this happen. Most saw him as this brutal screaming force 


of nature, a dangerous whirlwind of energy and raw masculine anger. They didn't know it was all a front, a 


venting of the internal struggles and never-ending turmoil that he refused to let anyone see otherwise. 
Except in moments like this. The pain was tangible, even if it was without direct reason. It was like a switch in 
his brain just went off sometimes, turning everything off and melting it into a bleak gray that seeped into 
everything he touched. 

Ashes fell from his snuffed cigarette, the filter still between his fingers. His gaze was elsewhere, empty, gray. 


"Axl." | said softly, this time not reaching out to touch his leg. His dead gaze faltered. "Your smoke's out." 


His fingers parted slightly to let it fall to the dirty mattress, ash raining down and speckling everything it 
touched with gray. His eyes welled with tears, still stone-faced and empty. 


This time | wrapped my arms around him without fearing him shying away. The dam broke the moment his 
forehead hit my chest. Muffled sobs rang out as his breath became ragged, tears and snot soaking through 
my shirt, staining the white fabric gray. 


Everything was gray, and | wished | could stop it. 


